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God  Save  the  King. 
Rule.  Britannia. 
The  Jubilee. 
General  Woife. 

The  Truinpei  Sounds  a  Viclory. 


Newcastle  upon  Tyne  : 

Printed  by  J,  Marftiall,  in  the  Old  Fiefii-Market. 

Habere  may  alfo  he  had,  a  large  and  curious  AJhf  tmcfH 
of  Songsy  Ballads,  Tales,  H'tftor'ies, 


.Cod  Save  the  King. 

ff^^  OD  fave  ^reat  George  our  King^ 
Long  live  our  noble  King, 
.  God  fave  the  Ring: ! 
Send  him  viciorious, 
Happy  and  glorious, 
Long  to  reign  over  us^ 
God  fave  the  King  1 

O  Lord,  our  God,  arife. 
Scatter  his  enemies. 

And  make  them  fall : 
Confound  their  poliiics, 
Fruflrate  their  knavifti  tricks  1 
On  him  our  hearts  we  fix, 

O  fave  us  all. 

Thy  choiceft  gifts  in  ftore, 
On'him  be  pleasM  to  pour. 

Long  may  he  reign  I 
May  he  defend  our  laws. 
And  ever  give  us  caufe, 
To  fing  with  heart  and  voice, 

God  fave  the  King  I 

Oh  !  grant  him  long  to  fee 
Friendfhip  and  unity, 
Always  increafe  t 


May  he  his  Sceptre's  fway, 
All  loyal  fouls  obey. 
Join  heart  and  voice;  huzza  I 
God  lave  the  King  ! 

From  ev'ry  latent  foe, 
••^  From  the  allaffin's  bk)  a% 
GSd  fave  the  Kimr ! 
O'er  hiui  thy  arm  extend, 
For  Brilaia's  lake  defend 
"  Our  Father,  Prince,  and  Friend. 
"  God  fave  the  Kingr!" 

Rule,  Britannitu 
HEN    Britain  firil^    at  Heaven's 

COIXUTMndj 

Arofe  from  out  the  a:?:ura  nyain, 
If  This  was  the  charter,  the  charter  of  the 
t  land. 

And  guardian  Angels  fuag  this  ftraia  : 
Rule,  Britannia,  Britannia  rules  the  waves$ 
For  Britons  never  wiii  be  Haves ! 

The  nations,  not  fo  blefi:  as  thee, 
Muft,  in  tlieir  turns,  tp  tyrants  fall, 
Whilft  thou  Hvalt  fiouriih,  flialt  floiiria 
great  and  free,  - 
The  dread  and  envy  pf  them  aIL 
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0  Stiil  morp  onajeftic  {halt  thou  rife. 

More  deadful  i rem  each  foreign  firokcj 
As  the  loud  blaft  that  tears  the  Ikies 
Serves  but  to  root  thy  native  oak. 

The  haughty  tyrants  ne^er  ftiall  tame  ; 

Ail  their  attempts  to  bend  thee  down. 
Will  but  aroufe,  arouie  thy  geu'rou^s  fi.-;me, 

And  work  their  woe  and  thy  renown* 

To  the  belong  the  rural  reicrn, 

Tiiy  cities  ihaii  with  commerce  ihine^ 

All  thine  ihall  be  the  fubjtcr  rnainj 
And  ev'ry  fiiore  it  circles  thhie. 

The  Mufes  ftill,  with  freedom  found,  ; 

Shall  to  thy  happy  coafc  repair, . 
BlefsM  ifLeJ   with  beautieb.  with  match- 
lels  beauties  crown'd,.    ^  'I 

And  manly  hearts  to  guard  the  fair ! 

Tht  Jubilee. , 
■  ■    '     ''      '  ,  . 

FRAE  the  Grampian  hills  will  the  Royal  eai 
hear  it,  : 

An'  hflen  to  Norman  llie  Shepherd's  jilaiv'  tale  ;  I 
The  north  v^^a'  is  blawing  and  gently  w  ill  bf^ar  ic, 
UnvurnifliM  and  'hoheft,  o'tf  hill  nnU  o'^r  dale,  i 

I 
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Wlven  Lon'on  it  reaches,  at  court  fire  receive  it, 
Like  H  tale  you  may  read  It,  or  like  a  fang  fing;, 

Poor  Norman  i>  eafy,  but  you  may  believe  it, 
I'm  fifty  years  Siiepherd,  you're  fifty  a  King  ! 

Your  Jubilee  no  w,  \vi'  my  a  in  I  will  mingle, 

For  you  and  myfel  twa  fat  lambkins  Til  flay  5 
Frelh  turf  I  will  lay  in  a  heap  on  my  ingle, 

An'  wi'  my  aulJ  neebprs  ni  rant  out  the  day  ; 
My  pipes  tl-«^t  I  pla)  'd  oii  lang  lyne^  I  will  bl.-uv  theni, 

My  chantiT  I'll  leac*'*  tv*  lilc  over  each  i'piiiig  ; 
iv  (it-onesto  the  tune  Til  round  an'  1  oivjd  tluawthem, 

I'm  fifty  years  ShepherC'^  you're  fifty  a  King  ! 

The  flocks  o'  great  Britain  ye'v^^  lang  weel  attended, 

Tiie  flocks  o'  grc^t  B-itain  demanded  your  care  ; 
Fraethe  tod  an'  the  v/olf  they've  been  fnugly  defended, 

And  led  to  frelh  padures,  fiedi  waltr  and  air  ; 
My  riocks  I  have  led  day  by  day  o'er  the  hej^ther, 

At  night  they  around  me  lia'e  danc'd  in  a  ring  ! 
I've  been  their  prote^ior  thro'  f  oul  and  fair  weather, 

I'm  fifty  year b  Shepherd,  you're  nfty  a  King  ! 

Their  fleeces  I've  Oiorn  frae  the  cauld  to  proteft  me, 
Their  fleeces  tliey  gave,  wlien  a  byrdea  they  gre  .v  ; 
V/lien  leas'd  frae  the  ilieering,  their  looks  did  refpe^t 
m.e, 

So  the  flocks  o'  great  Britain  ftill  looks  upon  you  ; 
They  grudge  not  their  monarch  a  mite  o'  their  riches, 

Their  a^^live  induUry  is  aye  on  the  wing 
Then  Jou  and  me,  fne,  I  think  are  twa  matches, 

I'm  fifty  years  KSheplierd;  you're  fifty  a  King  ! 
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Me  m*  my  ilieep,  Hre,  uvai  you  wi*  your  subjeds. 

On  that  feftiveday  we'll  both  gladly  rejoice; 
Our  tvva  hoary  heads  will  be  fu'  o'  new  projects, 

To  pleafe  the  leal  valTah  that  made  us  their  choice  ! 
Wi'  fweet  lijr^  o'  hay  I  will  treat  a'  my  weathers, 

The  j'jice  o'  the  vine  to  your  lords  you  will  bring  ; 
fThe  reined:  they  ha'e  for  us  is  better  than  brithers, 

PiB  fifty  years  Shepherd,  you're  fifty  a  King. 

M;/  crook  I  will  drefs  in  the  relics  o'  fi^nnler, 

My  failhfu'  auld  Colly  lhall  haiUhat  bly  the  morn^; 
And  to  my  wee  cabin  Pll  welcome  each  comer, 

Ti>e  (iiend  that  hath  plenty  and  (Iranger  forlorn: 
You'll  fiire  do  the  fame,  tho'  nobody  broach  it, 

Ye've  plenty  o'  beef,  butter,  iabders.  and  ling  ; 
And  roY/th  o'  Muficians  to  ftrike  up  the  crotchety 

I'm  fifty  years  Shephertl,  you're  fifty  a  King  i  y 

I  live  i'  the  collage  where  Noival  was  bred  in, 

You  live  in  the  palace  yoiu  anceiloi  s  reared  :  - 
Nae  gueRs  uninvited  daiecome  to  our  weddin'^ 

Nor  ruthlefs  invaders  pluck  us  by  the  btard  ; 
Then  thanks  to  the  ifland  we  live  in,  where  (hipping 

Skirn  round  us  abreaO:,  or  like  geefe  in  a  firing  ; 
Then  fafe  I  can  fay,  a&  my  brofe  I  arn  iipping, 

I'm  fifty  years  Shepherd,  you're  fifty  a  King  ! 

But  ah  !  Royal  George,  and  ah  !  humble  Norman, 

Life  to  us  bciith  now  draws  near  to  a  clofe ! 
The  year's  far  awa'  that  was  our  natai  hour,  man, 

The  time's  at  our  elbow  that  brings  us  repofe ; 
Tut  e'en  let  it  come,  fire,  if  confcience  acquit  us, 

A  figh  frae  our  bofom  death  never  lhall  wring; 
An'  may  tiie  next  Jubilee  amang  angels  meet  us, 

.So  hail  the  auld  Shepherd,  and  worthy  auld  King  ! 
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General  Wolfe's  Song. 

HOW  ftands  the  glafs  around  ? 
For  fhame,  you  take  no  care,  my  boys! 
How  fends  the  glafs  around  ? 
Let  mirth  and  wine  abound  i 
The  trumpets  found. 
The  colours  now  are  flyings  boys. 
To  fight,  kill,  or  'vvound  ; 
May  w^e  ftill  be  found, 
Content  with  our  hard  fate,  my  boys. 
On  the  cold  ground ! 

Why,  foldiers,  why  \ 
should  we  be  melancholy,  boys  ? 

Why,  foldiers !  why  ? 

Whofe  bufinefs  'tis  to  die ! 
!  What!  fighing!  Ifie  : 

Ull  fear,  drink  on,  be  joU^boys, 

'Tis  he,  you,  or  I, — 

Cold,  hot,  wet,  or  dry  j 
1,  ^Ve're  always  bound  to  follow,  boys. 
And  fcorn  to  fly  ! 

Tis  but  in  vain,  ^ 
mean  not  to  upbraid  you,  boys, 
'Tis  bi^t  in  vain 
gi       For  foldiers  to  complain  : 
Should  n^^i  campaieR 


Send  us  to  him  who  m^de  us^boys^ 

We're  free  from  pain  ; 

But  if  we  remain y  ,  '  ' 
A  botpe  and  good  comparxy. 
Cure  ail  again. 

The  Trumpet  Sounds  (^  Viciory. 

^ZJ^  was  fam'd  for  deeds  of  arms, 

JL'x  She,  a  maid  of  envy'd  charms  ; 

Now  to  him  her  love  imparts, 

One  pure  flame  pervades  both  hearts 

Honour  calls  him  to  the  field. 

Love  to  con  que  ft  now  muft  yield ; . 

Swf  ( t  maid  !  he  cries,  again  I'll  come  to  thee. 

When  the  glad  trumpet  founds  a  vidory  ! 

Battle  now  with  furj  glows ! 
-H'jftile  blood  in  torrents  flows  ; 
His  *!iuy  tells  him  to  depart* 
She  prefs^i  her  hero  to  her  heart, 
And  now  the  trumpet  founds  to  arms ; 
Amid  the  clafh  of  rude  alarms, 

Sweet  maid  !  he  cries, 

rie  with  love  and  conqueR  burns, 

Both  fubdue  his  mind  by  turns ; 

Death 'the  foldier  now  enthralls  ? 

With  his  wounds  the  hero  falls ! 

She  difdaining  war's  alarms, 

Rufli'd,  and  caught  him  in  her  arms 

O  death  !  he  cries,  thou'rt  welcome  now  to  me 

For  hark !  the  trumpet  founds  a  vi(5l<)ry  ! 

FIN  ^ 


